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Wh ling'ring- ſteps, irre@lute and flow, 
- (While ſtruggling paſſions rend my wounded 


breaſt,) 


Thoſe ſcenes I ſeek, where once unknown'to woe, 


My fondeſt hopes were crown'd, my cares had reſt. 


Here once again let recolleQion trace, 

In all the luxury of unmark'd grief, 

The intereſting features of the place, 
And give the ſwelling paſſions free relief. 


Nov full ten tedious years have roll'd away, 
And time applied its kind and lenient balm ; 
Tumultuous grief in reaſon finds allay, 


But ſettles in a melancholy calm, | 
: B 
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Ah! ſcenes of vaniſh'd bliſs! How firnct were you! ! 


What tranquil pleaſures did ye once beſtow ! 
Which now with chang'd ſenſations I review, 
Of poignant pain, of agonizing woe! 


Here my Serena s preſence chon's each * ; 
Here night no ſolitary horrors ſpread ; 
| Here ſmiling hours flew unperceiv'd away, 


With wonder oft encreaſing how they fled! 


Here did I hope my lateſt hours to ſpend, 
Far from the cumb'rous pomp of ſtate or pride ; 


To ſhun the haughty, with ſome modeſt friend, 


And ſpread my door to virtuous mis'ry wide. 


Here did I hope with fond parental care, 
To ſee my offspring's mental bloſſoms riſe, 
With my Serena, in the talk to ſhare, 

And train the blooming infants for the ſkies, 


Such 
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Such were my hopes —But ah! how ſoon they fled! 
Eer ſince a painful void of bliſs I've known- 
In her mourn'd loſs, all ſenſe of joy is dead, 

And all the buds of hope, nipt, yet unblown. 


Nov oft with tranſport was my boſom fir'd, 
When near this happy ſeat of peace I drew; 


When of the faithleſs forms of friendſhip tir'd, 
Th' abode of ſolid pleaſures met my view. 


How was 1 pleas'd to ſee the ſmoke aſcend, 
In many a rolling Volume, light and blue; 
How pleas'd to ſee yon grove's thick branches bend, 
And hide my manſion from the public view. 


When the laſt ſtreaks of flow receding light, 
Above the duſky hills, were faintly ſeen, 
When the pale glow-worm ſhone ſerenely bright, 


And gradual darkneſs veil'd the rural ſcene. 
| When 
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When Nature's ſoftneſs harmoniz'd my mind, 
How was I charm'd my pleaſing home too ſeek ; 


How charm'd congratulating love to find, 
With ſweetneſs unaffected, ſoft and meek. 


How pleas'd amidſt the dark te mpeſtuous night, 


When in the howling ſtorm returning late, 
To ſee my window ſhed the taper's light, 
And hear the watch-dog barking at the gate. 


Pleas'd to anticipate with fond defire, 

(Whilſt all around was dreary, cold, and wild) 
The circling pleaſures of the ev'ning fire, 

| Where friendſhip met, and love connubial ſmil'd. 
There oft around our ſportive infants play'd, 
There oft we ſmil'd their harmleſs arts to lee; 
There oft with fond exchanging looks ſurvey'd, 


The traits of nature undiſguis'd and free. ; 
| Then 
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Then as I ſaw each young and budding grace; — 
Shall e er ſuch innocence and truth be loſt? 


I cried: (whilſt fearful tears bedew'd my face) 
Shall theſe on life's tempeſtuous ſeas be toſt. 


* 
* 


Then would I claſp the infants to my arms, 
And with an anxious parent's warmth exclaim; 


O ſave them gracious. Heav'n from. future harms! 


O ſave ous from the ſenſe of guilty pain! 


8 8 But gentle mercy's parent heard my prayer, 
In that ſafe way, which wiſdom deem'd the beſt; 
Heav'n has made them its peculiar care, 


Snatch'd them from guilt and pain to endleſs reſt. 


Be ſtill my heart and ye my ſorrows ceaſe! 
They might have liv'd to infamy betray'd; 
f They might have thus embitter'd all our peace; 


And all our cares ingratitude repaid. 


Farewell 
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F arewell ye ſcenes of literary eaſe! 
Where'once I hop'd in ſofteſt peace to live ; 
Ve now have loſt your wonted pow'r to pleaſe: 


For what but ſad remembrance can ye give ? 


Yon garden once did ſhare a mutual toil ; 
How did its tender nurſelings claim our care ! 
How did each grateful produce of the ſoil, | 
Repay with beauty and with fragrance chear! 


How oft where winds the path on yonder hill, 
With many a loit'ring ſtep we ſought the brow, 
As Ev'ning purpled o'er the Landſcape ſtill, 
Enraptur'd gazing on th' expanſe below. 


There varied objects charm'd th' admiring ſight, 
The brightly catching lights, with broader ſhades, 
The wide extending waters bluſhing bright, 

The rich and winding vales with ſwelling glades. 


Aſcending 
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Aſcending then, we ſaw new mountains glow, 
In vaſt ſucceſſion ſpread the op'ning view; 


Retreating objects, which ſeem'd near below, 


With intervening ſpaces diſtant grew. 


From nature then to moralizing led, 

Thus hope (we ſaid) deceives our reaſon's eyes ; 
e Illuded in its paths, we onward tread, 

.” While diſtant bliſs retreating fades and flies.” 


But bleſt is he no vagrant wiſh who knows, 
« And vain and fruitleſs are the ſons of care; 
Then as we turn'd to were our cottage roſe, 
We ſmiling ſaid, © ſure certain bliſs is there.” 


Ar now encreaſing darkneſs round me falls, 
And pitying night diſtills its weeping dew, 
Beneath this Gothic pile, theſe ivy'd walls, 


Unſeen III bid their lov'd remains adieu. 
f O ſilent 


„ 


O ſilent ſpot, which now contain: ſt my all! 


Long may thy unmoleſted verdure grow! 
Low mourning on thy yielding turf J fall, 
And bid my unreſtrained ſorrows flow. 


O my Serena once ſo ſoft and fair, 
Let this laſt tribute to thy ſhade be paid! 


Hear thou theſe ſighs, if thou perchance canſt hear 


Eer yet my duſt with thine in peace be laid. 


Through varied life thy image never fades, 
Nor ever leſſens in the mental eye. 
On thee I dwell in ſolitary ſhades; 


Nor loſe thee when to crouded ſcenes I fly. 


If in the nightly ſplendour of the ball 
I move, where rival fair ones proudly vie, 


I trace thy well known beauties in them all, 


And ſadly ſeek ſome ſolitude to ſigh, 
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If into foreign climes I vainly roam, 
And novelty from varied objects try, 


My buſy thoughts reſeek their wonted home 
And ſicken at the vain variety. | 


If on the cloud-capt Alpine ſummits tread, 
Where winds the paſſage on the mountain's brow, 
Where wildeſt nature's awful deſarts ſpread, 

And roaring cataracts dreadful daſh below : 


Theſe folemn ſcenes of ſadneſs ſuit my mind; 
Their awful wildneſs wakes my wilder woe; 
And thus the mournful ſource of grief I find; | 
And ev'ry object pains where'er I go. 


When muſic breathes its dying plaintive ſounds, 
With ſweetly melting notes, in movements flow, 
Reſpondent feelings give their deepeſt wounds, 

My ſighs revibrate, and my forrows flow, 
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Be ſtill For thus tis impious to repine ! 
Here it is vain to hope for laſting peace! 


Others may feel ſeverer woes than mine; 


And all complaints and pain will ſhortly ceaſe. 


Misfortune's woes find eaſe in reaſon's aid, 
And kind Religion ſhews a better world; 
But the ſad wretch who is by vice betray'd, 
In wildeſt tempeſts of deſpair is hurl'd. 


* 
* 


Though that fine form entomb d and faded lies, 
Her bright example ſtill remains in view; 

My Guardian Angel now ſhe gilds the ſkies, 
And guides the path ſhe taught me to purſue. 


- 


And when we meet in endleſs joys above, 
How ſhall my ardent ſoul with rapture glow, 


With her who ſooth'd my mortal hours with love, 
And taught me all the bliſs of Heav'n to know ! ; 
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